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again and again.    The  incidents  of early night
seemed to pass in review before him : the coming
on of night which seemed to cover the world as a
mother covers with the end of her saree the child
which she holds to her breast; the lights twinkling
from the village like the thousand parts into which
the God of light had divided himself in order to
brighten homes ;    the sound of the youg woman's
anklets, which seemed like  little waves  on the
great sea of the moment's peace ;    the beauty
which surprised him when the light was brought;
the shyness on the young woman's face which
enhanced   that   beauty so many fold ;    the hesi-
tation in  her voice at  thought  of  being alone
in the company of strange males;    the look in
those eyes which betokened some fear but equally
some interest and shyness  and   possibly   some
desire ;    that unutterable grace which seemed to
inform every single little motion and gesture of
the visitor:    all this formed a combination that
seemed to infatuate the ascetic.    The realisation
that  what  was  happening   to him  was   wrong
stunned him.    He  tried  to  bend  his  mind to
meditation of his deity but failed.    Like hunger
or thirst, this desire to look at the young woman
just once again seemed to be  a physical need
which the mind could not deny.